i                WITHI& THE GATES
Our mother, the earth, is a maiden again, she's
young, and is fair, and a maiden again!
(Whilethe lastline is being sung, the CROWD
and the CHORUS go out by different ways,
leaving only the BISHOP and his SISTER
rambling round.
The BISHOP is a heavily built man of sixty
or so. His head, his feet, and hands
are large; his voice, once deep and
sonorous, has become a little husky. The
pretentious briskness of his movements
are an attempt to hide from others the
fact that he is beginning to fail. He is
anxious to show to all he meets that he
is an up-to-the-present-minute clergy-
man, and that those who wear the stole
are, on the whole, a lusty, natural,
broad-minded, cheery crowd. He is in
a black cassock, wears a purple stock
round his neck, and his head is covered
with a black hat shaped like a dimin-
ished mitre. A black ribbon is round
his neck, and from the ends of this,
which meet on his chest, hangs a large
red cross, on which is a white figure of
the Saviour. In his right hand he
carries a large stick, the top of which is
shaped like a shepherd's crook.
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